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primer I had bought. A squadron of aeroplanes
was bombarding the first line, but we were left in
peace. Unfortunately the commissariat was work-
ing badly. All that day and the next we got nothing
to eat but some dry bread and a small piece of
sausage. At midday a motor-car went by with
women from the World Committee for Peace.
They told us that the bombardment was causing
some demoralization in the first line and they dis-
tributed among us a few bottles of brandy. I also
had a long conversation with two workers of the
Scottish ambulance, which is doing splendid work
here. The night was icy but we had found some
straw in a barn and slept tolerably well under our
blankets. The terrain was undulating, so that I was
unable to get a view of the line on the right of the
road. Since it looked as if we were going to have
another very quiet day, our captain had gone to
Madrid to obtain blankets and clothes for the men.
Suddenly at eleven o'clock heavy rifle-fire broke out
in the direction of the first line, and by one o'clock
we saw the men quite coolly retreating towards us.
We brought them to a halt, and the officers ordered
them back into our trench. That was the first big
mistake. Our trench was now overcrowded and
with demoralized elements to boot. The obvious
course would have been to let them constitute a
third line behind ours for the protection of the
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